The Jackdaw of Rheims

And, so far from any more pilfering deeds,               145
He always seem'd telling the Confessor's beads.
If any one lied, or if any one swore,
Or slumber'd in pray'r-time and happen'd to snore,
That good Jackdaw
Would give a great *Caw!9                             150
As much as to say, 'Don't do so any more!5
"While many remark'd, as his manners they saw,
That they 'never had known such a pious Jackdaw!5
He long lived the pride
Of that country-side,           .                          155
And at last in the odour of sanctity died;
*         When, as words were too faint
His merits to paint,
The Conclave determined to make him a Saint;       159
And on newly made Saints and Popes, as you know,
It's the custom, at Rome, new names to bestow,
So they canonized him by the name of Jim Crow!
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THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN
HAMELIN Town's in Brunswick,
By famous Hanover city;
The river Weser, deep and wide,
Washes its wall on the southern side;
A pleasanter spot you never spied;                    5
But, when begins my ditty,
Almost five hundred years ago,
To see the townsfolk suffer so
From vermin, was a pity.
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